THE    MEMOIRS    OF    RALPH    RASHLEIGH
'You can try, and be damned to you/ growled Foxley.
The man was as good as his word, and in a few minutes
clouds of smoke came pouring through the entrance into
the cavern, filling it so rapidly that the inmates had to fling
themselves flat on their faces, pressing their mouths and
noses close to the ground to avoid suffocation.
The terrified women managed to keep silent in their
alarm, and presently they and the men found a part of the
cavern, far back beyond the narrow slit which served as a
chimney, where they were free of the smoke. The fire was
kept replenished for about two hours, before the volume of
smoke pouring in diminished and voices were heard specu-
lating as to whether anyone was still alive within. The cap-
and-pole ruse was repeated, but this time the bushrangers
ignored it, and it was withdrawn. Next a volley of musketry
was discharged through the opening, but no one was hit,
as the bushrangers, anticipating some such action, were lying
on the floor. The attackers grew bolder and more deter-
mined. Rashleigh saw three figures crawling through the
opening, one a little in advance of the other two. Foxley was
on his feet and slipped over to the side of the entrance; and
the instant the first head showed crushed in the skull with
a blow from the butt end of his musket. At the same time,
Smith and McCoy fired at the dead man's companions,
whose screams of pain were a signal for them to be drawn
back by their friends outside, the dead body being left in
the entrance.
Foxley ordered the others to lie down and fire with him
through the opening. After this, only a mutter of voices
. could be heard, but the fire was relighted and again smoke
came pouring in. Foxley stood gating up at the rift in the
roof, and calling McCoy to him the two began to fashion
pegs from the remaining firewood, which they drove into
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